He got bored  The passers-by still seemed to take no
notice of his presence  He took up position at the edge
of the roof and started spitting at anybody who came
within his field of fire  His first squirt of saliva flattened
out on the bald head of a lama  The lama looked up in
astonishment  Tubanov waved a friendly hand at him
'A little bird, grandfather,9 he shouted good-naturedly
This occupation shortened the afternoon for him
The third night went by just the same as the two pre-
vious ones, but it was not yet dawn when Tubanov
awakened  He felt hungry, and decided to finish one of the
tins of meat which he had put aside  He ate noisily, very
much pleased with himself, though he was not sure
why  But he had a feeling that he was on the point of
working out a fresh plan, a very clever plan, which would
enable him to triumph and confound the Baron
A noise reached his ears from the street It sounded like
voices Had the Baron sent his stranglers, with orders to
get nd of his sleeping rival? Tubanov smiled Now he
knew why he had awakened He crept to the edge of the
roof and lay down flat on his face Dawn was daubing
the greyish sky, but the street was still plunged in dark-
ness Tubanov stared hard, but he could not see anybody
He was just thinking he must have been mistaken, when
again he heard whispering
At first he could not make out the words He bent over
as far as possible, taking care not to betray his presence,
and waited After a few moments his ears picked up
snatches of a conversation It was in Mongol Two men,
who must be tight underneath him, were exchanging short
hasty sentences
Tubanov was extremely intrigued  It was unlike Mon-
gols to meet in the street at night to discuss their business
What they were saying reached the roof only in fits and
starts, but the little he heard filled Tubanov with still
greater astonishment
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